pain that she cannot bear at all to embark on this job of separation. Her resourceful imagination therefore discovers that in every conflict of loves or of values, one can, by the right sort of effort, reach an allegedly guiltless consistency and harmony-even "that ideal consistency on which her moral comfort almost at any time depended." What is this strategy? "To remain consistent," we are told, "she had always been capable of cutting down more or less her prior term" (p. 303). This image from syllogistic logic means, I suppose, that a promising way to resolve a conflict of obligations is always to rewrite the major premise of the practical syllogism so that the prior term no longer covers the entire extension of the middle term. Instead of "all B are A," we will now have, at most, "some B are A." By this device Maggie can cause a potentially troublesome value term no longer to apply in the given situation. She preserves her comfort by preserving her consistency; she preserves her consistency by "simplifying" her world and even her character, as the Prince observes (p. 243). In the case at hand, she solves the apparent conflict of marital love with filial duty by "cutting back" the claims of marriage, marrying in such a way that she can still remain her father's, "undivided" (p. 244).
So in a funny way, what began as the noble idea of failing in no duty and cherishing every value ends, consistently pushed through, in an enterprise that cuts back, cuts down, alters values to fit the claims of consistency. Any claim that seems capable of conflicting with her primary duty to her father-a duty which to this good daughter looks identical with morality itself-can be allowed to have validity only insofar as it accords with his requirements, consents, as she and her father say, to be "round" rather than angular, harmonious rather than discordant.5 She and her father are, she imagines, in a boat together, sailing away from "luxuriant complications" (p. 471).
Maggie's attachment to moral simplicity brings with it some disturbing consequences. The first is, plainly, an avoidance or suppression of her own adult sexuality. If she allows herself to mature and to experience marriage fully, then she opens herself immediately to complication and to the possibility of a break. She and her father will no longer be "undivided." Therefore Maggie, as she ostensibly matures, has cultivated, increasingly, an androgynous and even an ascetic persona. "Extraordinarily clear ... in her prettiness" (p. 33), she is even described as "prim." Her father recalls that "when once she had been told before him, familiarly, that she resembled a nun, she had replied that she was delighted to hear it and would certainly try to" (p. 154). Later she is compared to "some holy image in a procession" (p. 494); her character is said by Fanny to be like "that little silver cross you once showed me, blest by the Holy Father, that you always wear, out of sight, next your skin" (p. 376). This deliberate suppression of her womanliness is evidently promoted by her father, who associates womanliness with weakness, the absence of judgment, and the inability to give genuine companionship, and who, on the other hand, thinks of his daughter as his first companion in his spiritual adventures. He is an intellectual and artistic pioneer, a Cortez discovering a new world. When he asks himself whether his wife might have accompanied him in this adventure, he comes quickly to a conclusion that rules out the womanly (or at least women of his own class) altogether: "No companion of Cortez had presumably been a real lady: Mr. Verver allowed that historic fact to determine his inference" (p. 123).
To become a "real lady" is, then, to abandon her father, to wound him by ceasing to be his companion in all things. It is, I think, this moral claim, and not merely some vague girlish fear, that leads Maggie, even in marriage with a man to whom she is deeply attracted, so to repress her womanly responses that Fanny can confidently and, we feel, correctly assert that she has never really "had" the Prince (p. 285).6 This link is confirmed by James's subtle use of water imagery in connection with both sexual passion and moral conflict or complication-frequently the two of these together. We have already noticed Maggie's "water-tight" steamer, secured against a harm or a violation, and Mr. Verver's boat, which sails safely away from complication. What we can now point out is that the first image is closely joined by Maggie herself to an admission that she does not respond to her husband's "particular self"; in the second case, the complications from which Maggie imagines father and daughter sailing away are "husbands and wives" who had "made the air too tropical" (p. 471). Maggie even asks herself at this point, "Why ... couldn't they always live, so far as they lived together, in a boat? She felt in her face, with the question, the breath of a possibility that soothed her; they needed only know each other, henceforth, in the unmarried relation." Sexuality is seen and feared as a ground of conflict, a threat against the moral safety of not harming. Maggie's fear of water expresses the link between these two refusals-just as, in the passage in which the Prince and Charlotte renew their relationship, imagery of flooding (linked with a picture of breaking through or out of a perfect circle) indicates at once both their mutual sexual response and their acceptance of moral guilt: "Then of a sudden, through this tightened circle, as at the issue of a narrow strait into the sea beyond, everything broke up, broke down, gave way, melted and mingled. Their lips sought their lips, their pressure their response and their response their pressure; with a violence that had sighed itself the next moment to the longest and deepest of stillnesses, they passionately sealed their pledge" (p. 237).7 This willingness to burst out of the tight circle of harmony, to risk the ocean, is what we know Maggie has so far lacked. In the case of her father's parallel avoidance both of moral guilt and of a full sexual life, we are told in no uncertain terms that the consequence has been physical impotence with his new wife.8 With Maggie this is less clear and perhaps less important; whatever takes place physically, we are clear that there is a failure, on the level of imagination and emotion, to respond as a separate adult woman to her husband's own separate sexual presence. She is still intact in her innocence; nothing is damaged. "She had been able to marry without breaking, as she liked to put it, with her past" (p. 302).9
Another consequence of Maggie's innocence is, plainly, an inability in any area of her life to see values, including persons, emerge as distinct ends in their own right. In every case they are rounded, accommodated, not recognized insofar as their claims collide with other claims. But this is plainly a way of viewing persons-those recalcitrant, inveterately "angular" objects-that leads to a certain neglect. First, there is the neglect of what Maggie calls her husband's "unknown quantity, [his] particular self" (p. 33). She even tells him, "You're not perhaps absolutely unique" (p. 35). And in the famous image of the pagoda at the beginning of Part II she betrays for the first time a curiosity about her situation, of which the Prince is so prominent a part. She desires for the first time to peer inside this odd, towerlike object which for so long has oddly occupied a place at the center of her garden, and into which "no door appeared to give access from the convenient garden-level" (p. 301). It is no wonder that at this point she begins to see, too, that her moral imagination is rather like an unsorted storeroom, full of "confused objects," "a mess of vain things, congruous, incongruous," tossed in, in a heap, and shut behind a locked door. "So it was that she had been getting things out of the way" (p. 309).
And it is not only personal qualitative uniqueness that goes into Maggie's storeroom; it is also, we need to add, personal separateness, the value of each person and each end as a distinct item generating its own claims. In the romance of Tristan, whose praise of love's crystalline simplicity James very likely had in view,10 the lovers' cultivation of simplicity makes them blind to the way in which each commitment and each value is separate from and liable to conflict with each other; in the same way, Maggie sees only roundness where in real life there is angularity, and therefore misses the distinct claims of each particular value. This is, strikingly, true even of her love for her father, as we see from a brief, proleptic scene early in the novel.
Returning from church, Maggie finds her father besieged by Mrs. Rance, an irritating woman who wants to marry him. For the first time Maggie perceives that her own marriage has begun to entail for Adam the pain of abandonment and of harrassment from would-be companions. And strangely, this idea suddenly gives her, also for the first time, a sense of her father as a separate person: "He was on her mind, he was even in a manner on her hands-as a distinct thing, that is, from being, where he had always been, merely deep in her heart and in her life; too deep down, as it were, to be disengaged, contrasted or opposed; in short objectively presented" (p. 131). Moral objectivity about the value of a person (or, presumably, any other source of moral claims) requires, evidently, the ability to see that item as distinct from other items; this in turn requires the ability to see it not as a deep part of an innocent harmony but as a value that can be contrasted or opposed to others, whose demands can potentially conflict with other demands. In making her father's law normative for a world of harmlessness, Maggie has, ironically, failed to see him. It is not until much later that she really takes this in; her next move here is to resolve the conflict and restore the "harmony" by giving him Charlotte as a wife. But because of this scene, we are aware of her maneuvers as self-deceptive and false. Knowledge of a good, that is to say a value, in the world requires, we see, knowledge of evil, that is to say of the possibility of conflict, disorder, the contingent necessity of breaking or harming. Without eating this fruit she is just a child, ignorant of the value of the good as well.
We are now in a position to appreciate one of the oddest and most striking features of James's portrait of this idealistic pair of Americans: the inveterate tendency of both father and daughter to assimilate people, in their imagination and deliberation, to fine objets d'art. This matter is given considerable emphasis in James's design. One of the most striking incursions of the authorial voice into a narrative told, for the most part, through the consciousness of one or another of its characters begins, "Nothing, perhaps, might affect us as queerer, had we time to look into it, than this application of the same measure of value to such different pieces of property as old Persian carpets, say, and new human acquisitions" (p. 160). And such a strange way of valuing is present too in our very first glimpse of Maggie, where she speaks of her husband as "a rarity, a beauty, an object of price. .. . You're what they call a morceau de musee" (p. 35). We are, of course, invited to take the time ourselves to look into this odd matter.
We soon realize that this propensity for the aestheticization of persons does not precisely indicate that the Ververs neglect the moral, or reduce the moral to the aesthetic. Indeed, it is agreed all round that they are distinguished for their keen moral sense, even for their strict moralism. It is rather that the peculiar nature of their moral aim, with its extreme emphasis on flawless living and, because of this, on consistency and harmony, is best supported by a view of persons that tends to assimilate their properties to certain salient properties of works of art. Works of art are precious objects, objects of high value. And yet it is a remarkable feature of our attention to works of art that it appears to spread itself round smoothly and harmoniously. I can, visiting a museum, survey many fine objects with appropriate awe and tenderness. I can devote myself now to one, now to another, without the sense that the objects make conflicting claims against my love and care. If one day I spend my entire museum visit gazing at Turners, I have not incurred a guilt against the Blakes in the next room; nor have I failed in a duty toward Bartok by my loving attention to Hindemith. To live with works of art is to live in a world enormously rich in value, without a deep risk of infidelity, disloyalty, or any conflict which might lead to these. It is the Ververs' brilliantly resourceful idea that the moral life, too, can be flawless and innocent of violation, while remaining full of value, if only persons can be made to resemble aesthetic objects, things to be displayed in a gallery for innocent attention. Closely linked with Mr. Verver's aestheticization of Charlotte is a wish "for some idea, lurking in the vast freshness of the night, at the breath of which disparities would submit to fusion" (p. 166). This idea-that he should marry Charlotte so as to restore the general harmony-comes to him during the very moment at which he sees the precious Damascene tiles "successively, and oh so tenderly, unmuffled and revealed," until they "lay there at last in their full harmony and their venerable splendor" (p. 172). It is surely the splendid order and harmony of these aesthetic objects (each tile lies uncompetitively side by side with its neighbors; the demands of tender attention to all can be faithfully met) which Mr. Verver covets for his human life; and coveting it, he turns Charlotte, by marriage, into the finest piece of all. For Maggie as well, the wonderful idea is that a husband who resembles a "fine piece" can be packed and unpacked, stored and brought out for show-or, if he should become too "big," be sent to American City to be "buried" (pp. 36-37); in none of these circumstances will its presence place a strain on the deliberation of the collector or spoil the harmony of the museum, or life, which testifies to his rare powers of perception.11
In short, then, we have begun with a noble and venerable moral ideal-not just the fancy of a childish girl, but a picture of personal conduct and personal rightness that has very deep roots in the moral tradition of our entire culture. (It is not fortuitous that this combination of moralism and excessive simplicity is attributed to the American characters in this novel-nor that these Americans should be as resourceful in technical deliberation as they are naive in emotional response.) We are shown that this ideal, followed out to its strictest conclusion, generates an extraordinary blindness to value and ends by subordinating the particular claim of each commitment and love to the claims of harmony. And that is, we see, the fancy of a childish girl. It does not work on its own terms, since it does wrong to persons and commits acts of blindness and cruelty. (It is not inappropriate that Maggie and her father, as well as the other pair, are, in effect, charged with disloyalty and adultery [see p. 231]-for each has been unfaithful to the commitments involved in making a marriage just because of this childlike unwillingness to break away or to experience guilt.) And it is morally objectionable in that it commits the holder to a systematic neglect of certain features of persons-namely, both their separateness and their qualitative uniqueness-on which their specific personal value might be thought to rest. The richness of the novel's moral vision lies in the way in which it both shows us the splendor of a rigorous moralism (for this simple vision attracts not only the Americans but to some extent every major character in the novel) and at the same time erodes our confidence in this ideal by displaying the guilt involved in such innocence. There is, as Maggie later says, an "awful mixture in things" (p. 497).
The world of The Golden Bowl is a fallen world-a world, that is, in which innocence cannot be and is not safely preserved, a world where values and loves are so pervasively in tension one with another that there is no safe human expectation of a perfect fidelity to all throughout a life. (This novel works out this idea in the sphere of human personal love, but The Princess Casamassima shows us that James is ready to extend it more broadly to include nonpersonal commitments and values.) In this world our first choice as adults is the choice to pursue our personal goals at the expense of a separation from and a break with the parent. And we cannot ever count on the fact that our love of a husband will not require the spiritual death of a best friend and mentor, that fidelity to a wife will not require cruelty to a former lover. There are better and worse choices, naturally, within this tangled world; but it is childlike to refuse to see that it is in this way tangled, for this is a feature of our situation as creatures with values operating in the world of nature. As James wrote in the preface to What Maisie Knew: "No themes are so human as those that reflect for us, out of the confusion of life, the close connexion of bliss and bale, of the things that help with the things that hurt, so dangling before us for ever that bright hard metal, of so strange an alloy, one face of which is somebody's right and ease and the other somebody's pain and wrong." I am claiming, then, that this novel works out a secular analogue of the idea of original sin by showing a human being's relation to value in the world to be, fundamentally and of contingent necessity, one of imperfect fidelity and therefore of guilt; by showing us ourselves as precious, valuing beings who, under the strains imposed by the intertwining of our routes to value in the world, become cracked and flawed. Guilt toward value is here, if not literally a priori, still a feature of our humanness which attaches to us as a structural feature of our situation in nature and in the family,12 prior to the specific choices and failures that we enter upon in a particular life. The Prince says about crystal, "Its beauty is its being crystal. But its hardness is certainly its safety." On this analogy, human beings, like the golden bowl, are beautiful but not safe: they have ideals, but they split. Charlotte's question about the bowl was, "If it's so precious, how comes it to be cheap?" The answer to this question is the story of four human lives.
This novel, I have indicated, is about the development of a woman. To be a woman, to give herself to her husband, Maggie will need to come to see herself as something cracked, imperfect, unsafe, a vessel with a hole through which water may pass, a steamer compartment no longer tightly sealed. Later, as her perception is shifting, she will in fact see herself as a house not perfectly closed against the elements: "She saw round about her, through the chinks of the shutters, the hard glare of nature" (p. 504). And in the world of nature, what Maggie sees is the suffering of Charlotte, caused by her act. Her guilt has entered her vision.
The second half of the novel is the story of Maggie's initiation into knowledge of her fallen world. Beginning to live (see p. 287) is, for her, beginning to see that meaningful commitment to a love in the world can require the sacrifice of one's own moral purity. To regain her husband she must damage Charlotte. We are fully aware, as is she, that her cruelty and dishonesty to Charlotte are in no way purified or effaced by the fact of Charlotte's own offense. Her love, unlike the ideal of the Tristanic lover, must live on cunning and treachery; it requires the breaking of moral rules and a departure from the comfortable garden.
It would be an important and fascinating task to trace the details of this development: the way, for example, in which exposure to conflict and a womanly exposure to sexuality are linked, here as be-fore, in the imagery of water, as Maggie the passenger becomes a swimmer;13 the way she comes to see that the value of persons and of objects is partially constituted by the risk they bring of pain and opposition-that "any deep-seated passion has its pangs as well as its joys, and that we are made by its aches and anxieties most richly conscious of it" (p. 304); the way in which the departure from Eden brings with it the possibility of certain moral emotions which were unknown in that garden-among them shame, jealousy, tenderness, and respect; the way in which, from having seen only clear, splendid objects, Maggie learns, inhabiting a human world, to be a "mistress of shades" (p. 396), a reader of nuance and complexity. (There are no books in Eden.)14
But although we do not have space to go into all of this, what we now must notice is that these new dimensions of perception and response begin to amount, strangely, for us and for Maggie, as things go on, not so much to a way of living with imperfection as to a new way of getting at perfection. Maggie, still as exigent and idealistic as ever, discovers a way of remaining a splendidly pure and safe object within this fallen world, "as hard ... as a little pointed diamond" (p. 398). (The alert reader will have noticed that the quotation with which this paper began came not from the novel's early chapters or later reflections on them, but from a very late point, at which Maggie is already deliberating in the newer and riskier way.) We might describe the new ideal this way: See clearly and with high intelligence. Respond with the vibrant sympathy of a vividly active imagination. If there are conflicts, face them squarely and with keen perception. Choose as well as you can for overt action, but at every moment remember the more comprehensive duties of the imagination and emotions. If love of your husband requires hurting and lying to Charlotte, then do these cruel things, making the better choice. But never cease, all the while, to be richly conscious of Charlotte's pain and to bear, in imagination and feeling, the full burden of your guilt as the cause of that pain. If life is a tragedy (see pp. 510, 502), see that; respond to that fact with pity for others and fear for yourself. Never for a moment close your eyes or dull your feelings. The ideal is summarized by James in his preface to The Princess Casamassima as one of "being finely aware and richly responsible"; it is nowhere more fittingly and fully embodied than in the long passage of deliberation in which Maggie, picturing vividly Charlotte's silent suffering, decides to urge her husband to speak to Charlotte once more before her departure (pp. 519-22). Here we feel that Maggie's keen sensitivity to the values of love and friendship, which she herself is violating, redeems and transfigures the cruelty of her act. If she acts badly of necessity, at least she takes upon herself the conscious guilt for that badness and, by her sense of guilt, shows herself as a person to whom badness is odious. It is not surprising that Maggie repeatedly imagines herself as a sacrificial figure who bears the pain and guilt of the situation through the fine responsibility of her consciousness. This idea of bearing guilt for love's sake is evidently the source of the comparisons of Maggie to the scapegoat of ancient Greek religion, who saves the community by bearing its pollution (p. 457), and also to Christ, who took upon himself the sins of the world (p. 378). The difference in her case is that she assumes this world's burden of sin not by going into exile or dying but by sinning, and by seeing that she is sinning, and by bearing, for love, her own imperfection.
But as the end approaches, we are troubled by our sense that this is, after all, a new way of being innocent. We are troubled by Maggie's comparison of herself to a diamond, more angular than the original crystal, but even more safely hard.15 We note that she is still fond of the language of moral absolutes: "'consummate' was [a] term she privately applied" (p. 540). She has not so much altered her moral categories as rearranged the items to which she attaches these favored terms; not so much accepted evil in herself as seen a new way to be (internally) safely innocent. We have been put on our guard against projects of safety and projects of perfection, so we wonder whether Maggie's new ideal has itself a crack in it.
And now, as we reflect in this way, it should strike us that in fact, according to the last scene of the novel, Maggie has not yet, as she approaches the final parting with Charlotte and her father and the final confrontation with Amerigo, eaten the fruit of the tree of knowledge of good and evil. It is still hanging before her, just before the end, "the golden fruit that had shone from afar" (p. 546). So the new moral ideal cannot really have been the fruit of that eating, and Maggie, until the very end, is still in some significant sense an innocent, though more responsive and more womanly than before.
What is, then, Maggie's innocent failure of recognition, and what can we discover in the final scene that will explain to us why here, and only here, James presents her as falling from purity? We notice, in her last encounter with Adam and Charlotte, some significant signals. Aesthetic images for persons reappear and multiply. There is talk of the "human furniture required, aesthetically, by such a scene" (p. 541); there is talk of the emptiness of a house with "half of its best things removed" (p. 543). There is, above all, a marked aestheticization of Charlotte as "incomparable," "too splendid." We are forced to ask why, at this point of triumph for Maggie's new ideal rightness, she should reimport the techniques of the old innocence-why, after so deeply responding to Charlotte's solitude and pain, and after urging Amerigo to do the same, she should suddenly retreat behind these old refusals. An answer begins to emerge along with the question; we begin to sense the discovery for which James is preparing us.
Amerigo has refused Charlotte not only his love, but also his response and his vision. He refuses to see her pain; he allows it to remain at a distance, receiving her as "Royalty" rather than as a woman who has arranged her life around her passion for him. What we now begin to see is that Maggie was wrong to think that it could, should be otherwise. The demands of his love for Maggie will not, in fact, allow the moral luxury of clear sight and generous response. To love one woman adequately he cannot always be tormented by a consciousness of the other. He must, then, of necessity banish the other, wronging her not only, like Maggie, in act, but also in the depths of his imagination and his vision. The demands of the new ideal of seeing are not always compatible with an adequate fulfillment of each of our commitments, for some loves are exclusive and demand a blindness in other quarters. Instead of being "finely aware and richly responsible" we may, in fact, have to become, as lovers, grossly insensitive and careless with respect to other, incompatible claims. The mere fact of being deeply engaged forces a blindness. The moment at which Maggie finally tastes the "golden fruit" is such a moment: on both sides, obtuseness feeds the triumph of love.
'Isn't she too splendid?' she simply said, offering it to explain and to finish. 'Oh, splendid!' With which he came over to her. 'That's our help, you see,' she added-to point further her moral. It kept him before her therefore, taking in-or trying to-what she so wonderfully gave. He tried, too clearly, to please her-to meet her in her own way; but with the result only that, close to her, her face kept before him, his hands holding her shoulders, his whole act enclosing her, he presently echoed: '"See"? I see nothing but you.' And the truth of it had, with this force, after a moment, so strangely lighted his eyes that, as for pity and dread of them, she buried her own in his breast. (P. 547)
The Prince, then, sees nothing but Maggie. And Maggie, seeing this singleness of vision, reacts to her sight of Amerigo as to a tragedy-with "pity and dread." For she sees, in truth, that he does see only her, that she and he together have brought about, within his imagination, an extinction of vision and a failure of response; and that this has happened of tragic necessity because of the requirements of his commitment to her. Long ago, Maggie did not see that choice among competing values could ever be tragic. Then she saw that it could be tragic, but thought that a heroine of tragedy could still avoid tragedy inwardly by being richly responsible to everything in intellect and feeling. Now she sees in her husband the genuine, unredeemed article, a "hero" violating love for the sake of love, purified by no inner sympathy, no note of higher consciousness.
But at this moment, with the "golden fruit" of knowledge hanging there before her, she discovers, too, that she cannot gaze on this tragedy like the perfectly responsive and responsible spectator, seeing and feeling for everyone, and still have the knowledge of love for which she has sacrificed. Aristotle argued that tragedy brings illumination concerning values: through the "pity and dread" inspired by tragic events, we learn about what matters to us, and we are clarified. Maggie, in the last sentence of the novel, recognizes that the keen vision and acknowledgment of the good tragic spectator are themselves values which can, in the world of nature, collide with other values. To see all, to be present to all, requires of the spectator a narrowness of love; to surrender to love requires an infidelity of the soul's eyes. To look will be to judge him; to judge him is to fall short of the fullness of his passion. "'Thank goodness, then,' said Charlotte, 'that if there be a crack we know it!'" (p. 109). Here Maggie sees beyond her, seeing that the gifts of love require a gentleness that goes beyond, and covers, knowledge.
So she makes for him the last and greatest sacrifice of all. She gives him her purity of vision, her diamond hardness-as he had given up, for her, his vision of Charlotte's humanity. Once he had, long before, asked Fanny Assingham to give him her eyes, meaning to lend him the higher keenness of her American moral sense (p. 47). Now his American wife gives him her eyes in fact, burying her own vision, therefore her perfect rightness, in his body. 16 And does one, as Charlotte asked, make a present of an object which contains, to one's knowledge, a flaw? To that Maggie herself has had, in the deeper moments of her connoisseurship, an answer: "The infirmity of art was the candour of affection, the grossness of pedigree the refinement of sympathy; the ugliest objects, in fact, as a general thing, were the bravest, the tenderest mementos, and, as such, figured in glass cases apart, worthy doubtless of the home, but not worthy of the temple-dedicated to the grimacing, not to the clear-faced, gods" (p. 406).
What are we to say about this? Is there, then, a moral ideal in this novel, or isn't there? Do the insights of the prefaces and of Part II stand or fall? I want to say that they stand, that there is an ideal here. It is not altogether undermined; it is still precious. It is only shown to be, like everything human, imperfect. (And perhaps, as the passage just mentioned suggests, this flaw in it is partly constitutive of its specifically human value and beauty.) The end of the novel does not tell us that it is pointless to become "finely aware and richly responsible"; it only warns us against turning this norm into a new form of watertight purity by showing us that a deep love may sometimes require an infidelity against even this adult spiritual standard.
Well 
II
Suppose that this novel does explore, as I claim, significant aspects of human moral experience. Why, it may still be asked, do we need a text like this one for our work on these issues? Why, as people with an interest in understanding and self-understanding, couldn't we derive everything we require from a text that stated and argued for these conclusions about human beings plainly and simply, without the complications of character and conversation, without the stylistic and structural complexities of the literary-not to mention the particular obliquities, ambiguities, and parentheses of this particular literary text? Why do I wish to enter on behalf of this text the claim that it is philosophical? And even should this claim be granted, why should we believe it to be a major or irreplaceable work of moral philosophy, whose place could not be fully filled by texts which we are accustomed to call philosophical?
There are really two questions here. One is a particular question about the claim of this particular novel; another is a more general question about the philosophical importance of literary works gen-erally-that is, of works which share with this work certain general features in virtue of which they are commonly classified and studied apart from admitted philosophical works. I shall not really attempt to answer the second question here, insofar as it ranges beyond the first. Among the particular features of this text on which I shall stake its claim to philosophical importance, some are, indeed, shared with other related novels and with tragic dramas; others are peculiarly its own, or belong to it in a particularly high degree. I therefore shall speak only about The Golden Bowl and James's later style; I leave to the reader the job of exploring the wider consequences of what I shall say for our conventional distinction between philosophy and literature.
First, to prevent confusion, we must have some rough story about what moral philosophy and the job of moral philosophy are -for on some accounts of these things, particularly the Kantian account, this text obviously falls entirely outside of moral philosophy in virtue of the empirical and contingent character of its content. We would like to find some way of characterizing the aims of moral philosophy that would be generally enough agreed not to prejudice the answer to our question about this text, and yet specific enough to give us some purchase on our question. I propose, therefore, that we begin with the very simple Aristotelian idea that ethics is the search for a specification of the good life for a human being. This is a study whose aim, as Aristotle insists, is not just theoretical understanding but also practice. (We study not just for the sake of learning but also to see our "target" and ourselves more clearly, so that we can ourselves live and act better.) Nor can the theoretical aims of this study be accomplished in isolation from the practical aspect, for the working-through of the alternative theoretical conceptions is itself a Socratic process, which demands the active engagement of the interlocutor's own moral intuitions and responses.17 The aim of the study will be to produce an intelligent ordering of the "appearances"-the experiences and sayings of human agents and choosers. It cannot, then, in any way be cut off from the study of the empirical and social conditions of human life; indeed, ethics, in Aristotle's conception, is a part of the social study of human beings.
I choose this conception of moral inquiry not only because I find it appealing and broadly correct, not only because I hope that it will be sufficiently inclusive to command wide agreement, but also because James describes his conception of his own authorial task in language which brings him into intimate connection with the Aristotelian enterprise. In the preface to The Princess Casamassima, he describes his end as the production of an "intelligent report" of human experience, i.e., of "our apprehension and our measure of what happens to us as social creatures." We can then hope to be assessing James's text against the background of a conception of moral writing that is at once powerful and one to which he himself lays claim.
I can here do no more than to sketch out the very general lines along which I would like to argue the case for The Golden Bowl, but I hope that the programmatic character of these remarks will prove suggestive rather than frustrating. The first claim concerns the moral content of this text, as I have elucidated it in Part I; the second centers on the nature of the moral abilities involved in reading and interpreting it. (This does not, as I hope will soon become evident, really amount to any claim that one can sever this novel's form from its content.) First, then, the claims of this text concerning value and imperfection are views whose plausibility and importance are difficult to assess without the sustained exploration of particular lives that a text such as this one makes possible. The claim that our loves and commitments are so related that infidelity and failure of response are more or less inevitable features even of the best examples of loving is a claim for which a philosophical text would have a hard time mounting direct argument. It is only when, as here, we study the loves and attentions of a finely responsive mind such as Maggie's, through all the contingent complexities of a tangled human life, that the force of these ideas begins to make itself felt. When we have before us a consciousness who responds well and keenly, and when we see that even for such a consciousness the golden bowl is broken-then we have something like a persuasive argument that these features hold of human life in general. It is not only, then, the novel's capacity to explore the length and breadth of a life, but the combination of this exploratory power with the presence of a character who will count as a high case of the human response to value, that creates the telling argument. James tells us emphatically that the moral claims of his texts depend centrally on the presence inside them of such high characters, both agents and interpreters of their own lives, whose readings of life we will count as high exemplars of our own. In the preface to The Princess Casamassima, he writes of his choice of a hero: "The person capable of feeling in the given case more than another of what is to be felt for it, and so serving in the highest degree to record it dramatically and objectively, is the only sort of person on whom we can count not to betray, to cheapen or, as we say, give away the value and beauty of the thing. By so much as the affair matters for some such individual, by so much do we get the best there is of it" (p. 14).
Here we see James deftly, as often, drawing together the good person with the good character, the good reader in life with the good reader inside a text; and both of these in turn suggest parallel norms of response and vision for the reader of this character and this text, who must be a moral being of the appropriate sort or else he (or she) will clearly cheapen the value of the text. Last of all in this assembled group of consciousnesses, and behind them all, stands, James makes clear, the author, whose responsibility it all ultimately is, and whose conscious testimony will either reveal the value of life or by neglect cheapen it. The author's struggle to express life's value and also its mystery is, in this preface, closely coupled with and likened to the task of the character who must respond to the confusions of his world; and the author, of course, is the one from whom the character's struggle and sense of life must flow. Of the author he now goes on to write, "If you haven't, for fiction, the root of the matter in you, haven't the sense of life and the penetrating imagination, you are a fool in the very presence of the revealed and assured; but ... if you are so armed you are not really helpless, not without your resource, even before mysteries abysmal" (p. 23). Similarly, at the end of the preface to The Golden Bowl, he speaks of the author as striving toward a high sort of moral responsibility for the works which are his "acts," striving with "his active sense of life" (p. 18), which is "the silver clue to the whole labyrinth of his consciousness," so to express the "general adventure" of that intelligence that a new reading, a renewed confrontation with the completed act or text, will leave no room for "mere gaping contrition" (p. 20).
We appear to have moved by now far beyond our immediate point and into the labyrinth of James's complex conception of his authorial task. But it is, in fact, not possible to speak about the moral view revealed within this text without speaking at the same time of the created text, which exemplifies and expresses the responses of an imagination that means to care for and to put itself there for us. "Art," James writes, "is nothing if not exemplary," "care ... nothing if not active"; and the "example" in The Golden Bowl is, of course, not merely the adventures of the consciousness of one or another character, as our emphasis heretofore may have suggested. It is the entire text, revealed as the imaginative effort of a human character who displays himself here as the sort of character who reads lives and texts so as not to cheapen their value. I claim that the views uncovered in this text derive their power from the way in which they emerge as the ruminations of such a high and fine mind concerning the tangled mysteries of these imaginary lives. And we could hardly begin to see whether such views were or were not exemplary for us if this mind simply stated its conclusions flatly, if it did not unfold before us the richness of its reflection, allowing us to follow and to share its adventures.
It is a further fact about the views of this text that they are views very seldom put forward and seriously examined in works of moral philosophy. And this, I claim, is no accident. Any view of deliberation that holds that it is, first and foremost, a matter of intuitive perception and improvisatory response, where a fixed antecedent ordering or ranking among values is to be taken as a sign of immaturity rather than of excellence; any view that holds that it is the job of the adult agent to approach a complex situation responsively, with keen vision and alert feelings, prepared, if need be, to alter his or her prima facie conception of the good in the light of the new experience, is likely to clash with certain classical aims and assertions of moral philosophy, which has usually claimed to make progress on our behalf precisely by extricating us from this bewilderment in the face of the present moment, and by setting us up in a watertight system of rules or a watertight procedure of calculation which will be able to settle troublesome cases, in effect, before the fact. Philosophers who have defended the primacy of intuitive perception are few. And when they have appeared, they have naturally also concluded-as does, for example, Aristotle-that moral theory cannot be a form of scientific knowledge that orders the "matter of the practical" into an elegant antecedent system; and they have also naturally turned to works of literature, as Aristotle turns to tragic drama, for illumination concerning practical excellence. In fact, Aristotle makes it very clear that his own writing provides at most a "sketch" or "outline" of the good life, whose content must be given by experience, and whose central claims can be clarified only by appeal to life and to works of literature.18
To show forth the force and truth of the Aristotelian claim that "the decision rests with perception," we need, then-either side by side with a philosophical "outline" or inside it-texts which display to us the complexity, the indeterminacy, the sheer difficulty of moral choice, and which show us, as this text does concerning Maggie Verver, the childishness, the refusal of life involved in fixing everything in advance according to some system of inviolable rules. This task cannot be easily accomplished by texts which speak in universal terms-for one of the difficulties of deliberation stressed by this view is that of grasping the uniqueness of the new particular. Nor can it easily be done by texts which speak with the hardness or plainness which moral philosophy has traditionally chosen for its style-for how can this style at all convey the way in which the "matter of the practical" appears before the agent in all of its bewildering complexity, without its morally salient features stamped on its face? And how, without conveying this, can it convey the active adventure of the deliberative intelligence, the "yearnings of thought and excursions of sympathy" (p. 521) that make up much of our actual moral life?19
Finally, without a presentation of the mystery, conflict, and riskiness of the lived deliberative situation, it will be hard for philosophy to convey the peculiar value and beauty of choosing humanly wellfor we have suggested that the flawed and unclear object has its own, and not simply a lower, sort of beauty. James himself expresses this point, again in the preface to The Princess Casamassima: "It seems probable that if we were never bewildered there would never be a story to tell about us; we should partake of the superior nature of the all-knowing immortals whose annals are dreadfully dull so long as flurried humans are not, for the positive relief of bored Olympians, mixed up with them" (p. 11). It is this idea that human deliberation is constantly an adventure of the personality, undertaken against terrific odds and among frightening mysteries, and that this is, in fact, the source of much of its beauty and richness, that texts written in a traditional philosophical style have the most insuperable difficulty conveying to us. If our moral lives are "stories" in which mystery and risk play a central and a valuable role, then it may well seem that the "intelligent report" of those lives requires the abilities and techniques of the teller of stories. (And in this way we might come to see James not so much as a novelist-by-profession who, because that was his profession, expressed in that form his moral vision, as an intelligent maker of a moral vision who embodied it in novels because only in that form could he fully and fittingly express it.) These remarks suggest, then, that there are candidates for moral truth which the plainness of traditional moral philosophy lacks the power to express, and which The Golden Bowl expresses wonderfully. Insofar as the goal of moral philosophy is to give us understanding of the human good through a scrutiny of alternative conceptions of the good, this text and others like it would then appear to be important parts of this philosophy. But we said at the beginning of this section that the aim of moral theory was not simply theoretical understanding, but also something connected with practice -meaning by this that the theoretical study of the human good is inseparable from, cannot be conducted in isolation from, a Socratic workingthrough of the interlocutor's or reader's own moral intuitions that will leave this person clearer about his or her own moral aims.20 What we must now take into account, then, is the activity and response of the reader of this text-an activity to which James makes frequent and emphatic reference, both by direct remarks about what "we," or some concerned observer, or someone whose attention to the character qualifies the character's isolation (see p. 111) might find to say and to feel about these happenings; and also by the inclusion within the text of two characters, the Assinghams (Fanny alone among the characters is referred to as "our friend" [p. 410]), whose function, like that of the Greek tragic chorus, seems to be that of concerned interpretation of the events to which they bear witness. (The connection between this imaginary reader and the imagination of the responsible author is suggested at several points and brought out most strikingly in the preface, whose main theme is the author's rereading of his own created text.) Our question must be, What sort of activity on the reader's part will best fulfill the aims of the Socratic assessment process?
What I now want to suggest is that the adventure of the reader of this novel, like the adventure of the intelligent characters inside it, involves valuable aspects of human moral experience that are not tapped by traditional books of moral philosophy; in this way as well it would be necessary for the completion of the enterprise of working through all of our moral intuitions. For this novel calls upon and also develops our ability to confront mystery with the cognitive engagement of both thought and feeling. To work through these sentences and these chapters is to become involved in an activity of exploration and unravelling that uses abilities, especially abilities of emotion and imagination, rarely tapped by philosophical texts.21 But these abilities have, at the very least, a good claim to be regarded as important parts of the moral assessment process. In his preface James speaks of a reading of his novel as "the very record and mirror of the general adventure of one's intelligence" (p. 20). If traditional philosophical texts do not record this whole adventure, call upon all of the abilities that are engaged in it, this would be a good reason to think that a Socratic enterprise requires texts like this one for its completion.
We have spoken so far as if the ideal reader of this text were like the "ideal" Maggie Verver of the novel's second part. He or she would, then, be someone keenly alive in thought and feeling to every nuance of the situation, actively seeing and caring for all the parties concerned-and therefore safely right in the perfection of his or her attention. But we know already that this "ideal" is not the work's entire story about human practical wisdom. We know that where there is great love in one direction there may also be, in another direction, a tragically necessary blindness. We now want to know whether this feature of our moral life also finds its place in the author's way of being responsible to his created story and in the reader's way of responding to his text. In other words, does the text itself acknowledge the flawed nature of the consciousness that produced it and elicit from us in turn, as readers, an acknowledgment of our own imperfection? I want to claim that it does, in two ways. First, with this text, as perhaps with no other in English literature, we are struck at every point by the incompleteness and inadequacy of our own attention. We notice the way we are inclined to miss things, to pass over things, to leave out certain interpretative possibilities while pursuing others. This consciousness of our own flaws and blind spots (created in the first place by the sheer difficulty of James's later style) is heightened by Fanny's regular self-criticism, her ongoing revision of her previous, defective "readings." It is nourished, too, by the frequent reminders of the author-reader's "we" that our concern has its limits. Phrases such as "at the moment we are concerned with him" (p. 29), "at the particular instant of our being again concerned with her" (p. 191), "had we time to go into it" (p. 160), "which we have just found in our path" (p. 137) recall to us the fact that our path is only one path and that we cannot humanly follow all paths through these tangled lives at all times. The authorial voice also reminds us that, even when we do attend, our attention, like all human attention, is interested and interpretative. We are told that such-and-such is "the main interest ... for us" (p. 246) in these events, and we work through an account of "these gropings and fittings of his conscience and his experience, that we have attempted to set in order here" (p. 242). In all these moments, the author places himself humanly within the world of his text and links us to himself as limited and human adventurers.
It is the explicit design of this novel that this should be so. For James tells us in his preface that he has elected to avoid "the mere muffled majesty of irresponsible 'authorship'" and to become a responsible (and, we suspect, therefore guilty) agent in the midst of his work. "It's not," he continues, "that the muffled majesty of authorship doesn't here ostensibly reign; but I catch myself again shaking it off and disavowing the pretence of it while I get down into the arena and do my best to live and breathe and rub shoulders and converse with the persons engaged in the struggle" (p. 8)-persons whom he soon describes as "the more or less bleeding participants." James here implicitly criticizes a tradition in the English novel for having created, in the authorial voice, a persona who is not humanly finite and who therefore does not show us a way to the understanding of our own finitude.22 The Golden Bowl looks, then, like an attempt to move the novel itself out of the Eden of pure intelligent responsibility.
Central to this task, and of at least as much importance for it as the scattered first-person remarks, is the fact that the intelligence animating this text, in virtue of its choice to engage itself with and, we might say, to care for one or another of the characters, has left beyond itself and, therefore, us certain deep mysteries into which our adventuring consciousness has no access. As we carefully follow and respond to Maggie, seeing this world through her intelligent eyes, we hardly notice that we ourselves are rapidly becoming as distant from Charlotte, and as blind to the inner life of her pain, as Maggie herself. It is sometimes said by critics that the second part of this novel shows Charlotte to be a morally superficial character with an impoverished inner life. It would be more accurate, and more in keeping with the announced spirit of James's design, to say that it is not so much Charlotte who is revealed as superficial; it is Maggie, and therefore we, who are revealed as superficial and impoverished with respect to Charlotte. Charlotte and her pain are, at the end, not revealed but hidden.23 Our active care for Maggie and our acceptance of the invitation to see as Maggie sees have brought upon us (upon the "we" composed of author and reader) a blindness with respect to this part of the moral world. (The second and last time we do get a direct feeling for the inner life of this woman, James stresses the oddness of the event by calling this "the particular instant of our being again concerned with her" [p. 191].) James tells us that our responsive attention, when we choose to bestow it, "qualifies" the "isolation" of his characters (p. 111)-much as in life, our solitary separateness is qualified, though never removed, by the fact of another person's care. Charlotte, lost to our attention, becomes at the end our pagoda: a "splendid" object with its "affirmed presence" (p. 539), "throned" in our midst (p. 540)-and here James significantly adds, "as who should say." As who, indeed, should say. For into that isolation and pain and silence our intelligent conversation and response do not enter. No door appears to give access from the convenient garden level. The "great decorated surface" remains "consistently impenetrable and inscrutable" (p. 301).
So, as readers, with the author as our guide and accomplice, we eat the golden fruit. With pity and dread we bury our eyes.24 
